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THE ALL-ENGROSSING TOPIC. 


Tag extraordinary position in which the nation is at this 

moment placed by the late proceedings in the House of 
Lords, may warrant the TarLer, even as a literary pub- 
lication, im putting in its word. Business is in a state of 
paralysis; books and amusements are comparatively for- 
gotten, and conversation is wholly engrossed with the 

inconsistency and infatuation of the King, the intermed- 

dling of women, the manceuvring of Tories, and the part 

which the people have yet to play. Happily the aumbers 

on the one side and on the other are too disproportioned 

to leave any doubt of the ultimate result ; but it is not 

less true that the folly of unprincipled and reckless men, 

if they once get possession of power, may for a time be 

productive of evils which, even though certain to be sur- 

mounted, cannot be contemplated without bitterness and 

apprehension. This is the rub: there is nothing equi- 

vocal about the question, through the tampering with 

which the People and the Sovereign are placed in so 

singular a dilemma. Reform has been loudly called for 

throughout the three kingdoms; the House of Commons 

has repeatedly attested by its votes the justice of the call i 

the Lords even have, by a small majority, admitted the 

principle of the measures proposed to carry Reform into 

effect; and the King has won golden opinions, by his 

declared acquiescence in the wishes of the people. Al! 

then that remains to be done is to keep the eye stedfastly 

fixed on the end desired, place no blind confidence either 
on Kings or Ministers, and let the people remember that 

the issue is in their own hands, 

No. 511. 





DEFENCE IN THE STREETS.—COLONEL 
MACIRONE’S BOOK. 
BY JUNIUS REDIVIVUS. 
(Concluded.] 
TO THE TATLER. 
‘I loathe all war and warriors.’ 
Nexr followa a mode of defending these temporary 
farts, by means of boiling water, melted lead, nitric and 
sulphuric acids, &c.; and then the Colonel gives an anec- 
dote of a Parisian chemist, who during the days of June 
tarew showers of sulphuric acid on the soldiery, by means 
ofa garden engine. The former part the Reviewer pro- 
nounces ‘ the most atrocious suggestion of this disgrace- 
ful publication ;’ and the last, ‘too degrading to be be- 
lieved even of a French mob.’ But besides ‘ burning acids 
and aquafortis,’ the Colonel recommends ‘ glass. bottle 
grenades,’ owning that it is‘hotrid work; but saying that 
it is necessary ‘to put down despotism by the same 
means by which it-has been established.’ How very sen- 
sitive our Reviewer is upon these matters ; how perfectly 
innocent of all liking to injure the ‘ humae form divine f" 
One would really suppose that he did not belong to the 
‘ belligerent classes ;’ that he knew nothing of ‘ gyns, aod 
drums, and wounds,’ of sabres and lances, and cannon and 
powder, and making raw soldiers’ backs, and Coagreve 
rockets and bomb-shells. Ob! but all these are acknow- 
ledged instruments of warfare! Granted ; but did the Re- 
viewer never hear of the words machicollare et cpenellare® 
What were they, but verbs applying to the use of boiliag 
water, and boiling pitch, and melted lead; aye and even’ 
to ‘ het brose,’ as Cuddie Headrig proved in later times? 
Were not all these things good and approved means of 
putting men hors de combat in the days of chivalry? And 
if they did not use ‘ burning acids,’ was not the cause of 
abstinence from them, that they had them not to use? 
Are not bomb-shells made to burst, and inflict strange 
wounds on people’s; bodies ? and are mot holes dug be- 
neath towns, and filled with gua-powder, to blow people 
into the air, killed and wounded, and scorched and ebri- 
velled, and skinned alive? And are not the perpetratom 





138 


THE TATLER. 





-of such things held in repute, in proportion to the number 
they destroy? Ay! but not by burning acids,—only by 
burning gases. ‘ Boiling water, melted lead, and burning 
acid,’ says the Reviewer, ‘ are an atrocious suggestion.” 
_Be it known unte him then, that Thomas Lord 
Cochrane, while commanding the Pallas frigate in the 
service of his Britannic Majesty, did apply to have a large 
number of barrels of quicklime furnished to him as war- 
like stores, stating that it was a very useful thing to 
place en his decks and blind the enemy, while boarding 
a vessel to windward. 
seat in the House of Commons, after making his escape 
from prison, and was taken into custody, there was 


people are blinded with quicklime or nitric acid, seems 
to me a distinction of little importance, and no more un- 


pleasant to the blinded than if it were done with gun- | 


powder. , 

The® Colonel gives some further directions how to 
pick off the officers with rifles. ‘ This,’ says the Re~ 
viewer, ‘is dastardly.’ May be so; but for what 
service are riflemen employed in the army? Even the 
“Generals themselves do not profess to kill, but to con- 
quer, with as little loss as possible,—to put men hers de 


combat, What method then is so easy as that of depriv. | kidnap them for the manning of war-ships, If a-fine 


| race of athletic active men, they are enraptured at the 


ing them of their officers? ‘ But even this,’ winds up 





When that same Lord took his | 


| who take the narrowest of all views. 


peculiar description of character, impatient of controul, 
difficult to manage.’ All this means, that being men 
whose employment has given them the habit of thinking, 
they will not submit to despotic authority, but will assert 
the nobility of human nature in defiance of naval rule. 
Perhaps the writer is also somewhat afraid of their 
* boiling water.’ Therefore the naval officers are forth- 
with to be instructed in working engines. That will 
perchance set them thinking also, and if it does, they 
cannot long remain naval officers. 

Really these ‘ belligerent classes’ are a set of people 
Everything inani- 


| mate they look at, purely to discover how far. it may. be 
found on his person a quantity of Scotch snuff, which | 


he intended to throw in the officers’ eyes. Whether | 





the Reviewer, ‘ will be of no avail. British soldiers will | 
be loyal. Their purty will bear them through all, in 


accordance with their plain honest character.’ 
the soldiers will read the word duty after the interpreta- 
tion of the Reviewer, remains to be seen. 
officers; does the Reviewer remember the fable of A2sop, 


Whether | 


Speaking of | 


where the Trumpeter was slain, not because he fought, | 


—which charge he cleared himself from,—but because gigantic cedar or pine-tree, I forget which, and were silent 


| in admiration of its beauty, straightness, and enormous 


he blew up strife between others. 


In this same Number, there is another article on | 


steam-boats, as applied to war of course ; and the writer 
shews what the British navy could have done, if they 


had possessed steam-boats.in former battles, exulting | 


especially in what might have been done up the Potomac 
river, and how the Yankees might have been Jaid under 
contributions. He then talks of future wars with France, 


with the Northern Powers, with America, and the pretty | 
sport they can have wp the American.rivers. He seems | 


to consider that no one else will be able to have steam- 


boats; save privateers ; ‘ butthey will soon sicken of them, | 


from their expense, and their liability to get out of order.’ 
But tite honour of the British flag must not be trusted 
to the men who now manage engines; ‘ they are a 


| 


made available to the purposes of attack and defence ; 
and every animal thing of the male species, especially 
human bipeds, they suppose only created for the purpose 
of killing and being killed, or making preparations for 
more effective killing. If they travel, and behold a leve! 
plain, they immediately exclaim with rapture, ‘ How well 
it is adapted for a battle!’ If there chances. to be an 
elevation in the neighbourhood, then, ‘ Fortify it by all 
means!’ If-a canal, ‘ How admirably useful to convey 
military stores!” Witness Captain Basil’s speculations 
on the Canada frontiers; see his book thereon. If they 
behold skilful seamen, they immediately covet them, or 


idea of what fine cavalry or grenadiers they would make. 
Horses: would make fine chargers, or first-rate animals 
for the artillery. I remember an instance.of this species 
of one-sided vision in another form.. A party had. ga- 
thered together to look over the grounds of the Duke of 
Bedford at Woburn; one of them wag an engineer. In 
the course of their perambulations, they halted before a 


size. The engineer first broke silence—‘ What a beauti- 
ful water-wheel shaft it would make |!’ Thus the writer on, 
steam only sees in its powers an admirable adaptation to 
marine slaughter; all other purposes are mere minor 


considerations. It will enable ‘ gallant British tars’ ‘ to 


| ascend American rivers, and lay a country under contri- 


bution.’ The justice or injustice of the thing is of no 
import; just as West India overseers consider outlawed 
negroes a species of animal whom they may hunt and 
shoot like other vermin, With the exception that they 
are rather more polite to ladies, and are undeniable in 
their apparel, these ‘ belligerents’ are, philosophically 
speaking, as pestilent nuisances as the old Berserkers 
and Vikingr who in former ages spread ruin and desola_ 
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tion over every peaceable shore in Europe. They have 
no relish for the ‘ piping time of peace;’ in war alone 


‘they see their hope of advancement, their chance of pelf 


through plunder, for 
‘ No hero trusteth wholly to half-pay.’ 
* Beauty and booty’ was the slogan cry of Pakenham at 


New Orleans. Could Regnar Lodbrog have said more? 
And after all, judging by the sensitive irritation of the 


‘Reviewer of the work of Macirone,—while contemplat- 


ing the new mode of warfare by ‘ burning ‘acids,’ it may 
be suspected that these ‘ belligerents ’’ are but cowards, 
and by no means such ‘ fearful wildfowl’ as they give 
themselves out to be, as civilians have generally found to 
be the case on going boldly up tothem. They are very 
valiant towards those who have not the means of resist- 
ance Thersites says to Achilles, ‘A good deal of your 
‘wit, too, lies in your sinews, else there be liars.’ And his 


- valour lay in his invulnerability and impenetrable armour. 
' When the “belligerent’ officer challenged the French 


apothecary, the latter pleaded the choice of weapons ; 
and when he produced poisoned pills, his valiancy turned 
sensibly pale, and declined the combat. Thus in ‘ Roderic 
Random,’ the terrific Captain Weasel drew his long sword, 
and flourished round the offending barber Strap, threat- 


-ening him with the most appalling vengeance. Strap, 


friglstened to death at the cold iron, proffered the combat 
of the fist. ‘ Dishonourable !’ cried Weasel. The cudgels- 
‘ Base-born weapon!’ Strap’s friend Roderic, wishing to 
reconcile difficulties, and gratify both parties, proposed 
to accommodated Weasel with cold iron in the form of 
Strap’s hereditary weapon the razor. All the valour of 
the Captain ‘ oozed out ' at the very name, and the com- 
bat was at an end. Thus the Reviewer of the ‘ belli- 


‘ gerents’ glorifies himself in his cavalry and infantry, his 


training and his paraphernalia, and laughs to scorn a 
weaponless and untrained ‘mob.’ Macirone, on the 
other hand, says, ‘ Pick off the officers; and throw down 
burning acids, boiling water, and melted lead.’—‘ Atro- 
cious suggestions,’ replies the Reviewer; ‘I will not 
fight at-such weapons, the troops must throw themselves 
on the country for defence. The rich tradesmen must 
take their part, for they are their natural protectors and 
constitutional forces.’ This is Captain Weasel all over. 
One word more. On the cover of this ‘ belligerent’ 
journal, are two portraits of ‘ Britannia’s gods of war.’ 
The first is a caricature of Nelson, who is made to look 
very like a methodist parson. The latter is the ‘ Great 


- Captain of the age.’ There are many living people who 


never look on the porigait of Nelson without remember- 


ing the Neapolitan drownings; and with regard to the 
‘ Great Captain,’ the annexed letter and extract from the 
‘ Life and Correspondence of Sir Thomas Munro,’* 
through the medium of the Black Book, speaks volumes. 
How far these ‘ great bad men’ are worthy of the love 
of the human race, I leave your readers to judge. ‘Phe 
popularity of Napoleon, & greater than them, has waned 
in France; and that such may be the fate of all con- 
querors, is the wish of all good men. 
I remain, Sir,. 
Very truly yours, 


May 7, 1832. Junius Repivivus: 





TRAVELLING IN THE UNITED STATES. 
{Continued.] 
TO THE TATLER. 

Dear Tatier,—lI find nothing so difficult as describing 
vividly, tersely, and succinctly, if one would be quite cor- 
rect: the fear is of falling into the prosy style of Captain 
H——. I'd rather be tied to a tread-mill than travel 
by such a dreadfully ‘ slow coach.’ Om the other hand, 
there is danger of falling into the hands of the squatting 
Mohawks—your matter-of-fact men, who do not ask how 
that beautiful New York clipping schooner cuts gracefully 
to windward—but will maul one without mercy if one 
says she is ‘clinker’ instead of ‘ carver built !’ or mistook 
whether she belonged to one of the daily paper editors, 
(who race and jockey each other with a most admired 
eagerness to board all new arrivals for the first news by an 
hour or two, of which they respectively bray something 
in the way of ‘ express particular’ and ‘‘ correct anticipa- 
tions with us’). Yes, whether she is pilot or newspaper 
line—and what care I! or whether she was one, two, or 
ten miles outside the Hook! Sometimes, by the bye, such 
is the emulation of this sort among the editors, they run a 
day’s sail eastward to meet the Liverpool and Havre 
packet-ships. On trying back by my canal-boat, [ 
find I have but imperfectly described the thing or the 
country, It is agreeably undulating all the way west to 
the Lakes, and is cleared of wood in a proportion I should 
think of about a fifth or a sixth of the whole country, 
thickly strewed with farms on the leading cross-roads 
through the countries, independent of the greater exer- 
tions of cultivation, and the large towns already sprung up 
within these ten or twenty years, on the great western 
road I betook me to at Utica, and the canal track just 
left. The road being the older communication from the 








* Inserted on Thursday, in No, 17, 
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head of the Hudson to the Lakes, is the more cultivated 
and pleasant of the two, running through a great many 
neat thriving towns, whose church spires, painted 
white, ‘ pointing to heaven,’ have a very agreeable 
effect, added to the neat built frame-houses and a great 
many excellent ones of brick (some few of stone) most 
of them, too, are on streams on the outlets of the small 
lakes that stripe this part of the state, on which mills of 
all sorts, innumerable, are built, chiefly grist and saw mills ; 
which, with their prepared logs, piled up and hauling, piles 
of boards and skantling, ready for sale, the many houses in 
progress, teams passing to and fro, and general activity 
about, give one a very pleasurable idea of encreasing 
wealth and comfort in this new country. And now, having 
given a general idea of the track, I will mount the ‘ stage’ 
and be more particular. I made a point, if the day was 
‘tol-lol’ fine, and nothing brewing to the westward in the 
shape of rain ;—for, from the west, in America, the most 
terrific thunderstorms sweep athwart the horizon, in the 
summer, almost daily in the afternoon, and rushing over 
head, descend in such torrents, such vivid and incessant 
flashes of lightning and peals of thunder, as astounds the 


European—in an hour or two the sun bursts forth, | 
and-all smiles im sparkling freshness:—I made a point | 


of sitting outside with the ‘driver,’ whose seat is 
merely the foremost of the stage, with-the leather curtain 
between him and the backs of his passengers. These 
stages are admirably calculated for being knocked about 
over stones and corderoy, and anon up to the nave in 
ruts and mud; and we had not proceeded beyond the 
suburb before] we dashed into the thick of it—the most 
execrable road it is well possible to conceive. Most of 
the horses of the state, and indeed all America, are a sort 
of half-blooded animals, not large, but some of them really 


beautiful, and with great spirit when not over-worked 


This, our first relay, was however but so-so; we reached 

village and tavern at the rate of three miles an hour, 
alternately swinging about on our straps over iron cranks 
(by way of springs) like a ship in a gale, and anon bumped 
and shook ‘ pretty considerable !’ 

I cultivated a closer intimacy with friend driver, who 
is generally some ‘ farmer’s son about,’ or son of a tavern- 
keeper, or the neighbour’s kin; and as there is no fee, 
independence is the order of the day, and most perfect 
equality. As nothing could be offered but a glass of 
whiskey or cider, it was our first advance to cordiality,— 
when, after expectoration preparatory, and a knowing 
bob of the head, and ‘ here’s to ye,’ off it went. Now, 
thinks I, for a little chat. ‘Go along, come ip, ah !’— 
* I say,’ says J, ‘ driver, what wages do you get? I guess 








pretty good, eh !’—‘ Well, I don’t know; I used to have 
fifteen dollars (month) but this harvest old Silas won’t 
give no more nor thirteen.’—‘ Hard bit of road this. Your 
cattle seem rather over-worked; but you have had a wet 
season ; the road is worse than usual, eh ?’—* Well (spit) 
—I don’t know (spit)—It is swamped bad now. I’m 
blowed if them ’ere county raters, and old in this 
township, mough’ent be fined considerable for want of 
repairs. A deal more wet nor last fall. Yes, my beasts’s 
got out o’ condition; but I'll back ’em again any ‘tween 
here and Genesee falls, on this line, I know. That ’ere 
off leader’s a clever colt. I give a hundred dollars for 
him only last week, of old Caleb Wormfence, in that ’ere 
house ye see there, way there by the stump field in the 
hollow.’—* Ay, aye, clever colt that, when you get him up 
a little in flesh.—* Go along, Smiler’ (to cole.)—I think 
here we came to a turnpike gate across this most precious 
of all turnpikes. The gates are on a novel construction, 
sliding up and down between grooves, under part of the 
roof of the house; so that the woman never left her 
threshold, but pulling a cord, up went the gate, took her 
money, observing, ‘ Bad roads; it’ll rain, 1 guess.’— 
Away we went,—and it did rain most confoundedly all 
night ; but a teazing rain, without any of the excitation of 
full gusts, or terrific roars, or continued blazes, to light 
us along. At night cloud we got down at 

tavern (only seven miles) to dine and change horses. 

(To be continued.] 


MARGARET; OR, THE DAUGHTER'S TRIAL. 


LETTER XXIV. 
— Castle. 
Dear Emity,—I had a great mind this morning to 
efface the latter part of my over-night’s letter; but as I 
have been in the habit of committing all my thoughts to 
your keeping as soon as they arise in my own bosom, I 
let it stand. Sleep has had a healthful effect upon my 
mind, or rather I must have been bewitched to imagine I 
had anything to disturb it. What are Sir William’s reli- 
gious opinions to me? I am not keeper of his conscience ; 
jt is an affair solely between God and himself; and as he 
is much better informed, not only on theological points 
but on every other, than myself, it would be the height of 
presumption for me to dictate to him, or to imagine he 
has less interest in his soul’s welfare than I can have. 
I am interrupted.—Ah ! Sir William is just arrived, and 
I am summoned by his Grace to join them in the library. 
Does it not appear strange, think you ? 
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In continuation. 

I had no sooner entered the library, than I was clasped 
in the arms of—Walter Campbell. It was my dear uncle 
who had arrived. How could I be so stupid as to mis- 
take the glimpse I caught of him for Sir William? How 
grateful to my heart is this uncle’s presence! how re- 
assured, how tranquil are my feelings! Yet my breast is 
elate with pride: I feel that the lowly Margaret may be 
of some consequence in the eyes of others, although her 
importance is reflected from the virtues and talents of 
another. The Duke, with his usual consideration, think- 
ing we must wish to be alone after so long a separation, 
desired me to be the Cicerone for this morning, and show 
my uncle some of the beauties of the grounds excusing 
himself on the plea of business at *** town. After, 
therefore, he had refreshed himself by a change of apparel, 
we sallied forth for a ramble; and so interested were we 
with our discourse, that I left myself scarcely time to dress 
for dinner.—Mr dear uncle’s application to the ministry 
in behalf of his Scottish lands goes on very promisingly. 

{Here follows a long account of private affairs, which 
is omitted.] 

I have been speaking with Walter Campbell of our new 
acquaintance. You may be sure I did not omit the men- 


tion of his good qualities’; yet candour obliged me also 
to name my doubts respecting his religious opinions, and 
to put it to his better judgment whether they did not efface 
his merits. 


* My dear chi'd,’ was his answer, ‘in these matters, I 
know of no better guide than the precept of “ Do unto 
others as you would they should do unto you.” Amongst 
Protestants, the Catholic religion is derided as idolatrous 
and absurd. Mahomedans hate you both. The Gentoos 
pity all three. Who shall decide between you? No 
mortal ought; Omnipotence alone can. Or rather, is it 
not charitable to suppose, that each is acceptable if sin- 
cere. Continue to admire the philanthropy and tasteful 
knowledge of Sir William, and keep religion, in the form 
that best pleases you, for a secret source of consolation 
between God and your own conscience. 

In continuation. 

Sir William dined with us today. How delightful was 
the meeting between him and Walter Campbell! With 
tastes and opinions so similar, I knew they must like 
each other. Many of the foreign courts they have both 
visited, although at different periods; and this interval of 
time produced much question and remark. They were 
both deeply absorbed during the evening, comparing notes 
upon the subject; when the Duke informed Lady Susan 
and myself that Sir William had succeeded in procuring a 





emission of the capital punishment for the poor young 
man, who was to be transported for life-This he con- 
siders more fortunate than if he were to return after'a 
stated period to this country without friends or charac- 
ter: as in case of good behaviour, with Sir William and 
the Duke’s recommendations to persons resident in the 
colony, he may obtain remission of his sentence, and be 
enabled to establish himself under government.—The 
poor mother is freed from debt by Sir William and taken as 
a servant in the family. He thinks she will not be so 
likely to yield to afflicting thoughts as ifleft in her soli- 
tary cottage. You may easily imagine her gratitude; and 
this feeling, which with her is strong and active, will 
tend to her recovery by urging her to exertions for the 
preserver of her child. This will serve also for another 
illustration of Sir William’s favorite fable, he has gained 
in this poor woman an humble but faithful friend. Not- 
withstanding these good actions, on his introduction to 
the county, the Duke informed us that many of the 
neighbouring gentry are excessively indignant that he 
should act contrary to their long established privileges 
respecting the sole appropriation of game to pamper the 
luxurious and overfed. His opinions are set against his 
actions, and democracy, not charity, asserted to be the 
More especially,” added the Duke, “as 
he has been seen at sundry times pitching the quoit and 
wielding a cricket bat with some lads of the village. Here 
comes the leveller, I must attack him upon these ma!- 
practices.” Sir William and my uncle advanced to where 
we were seated, and the Duke made his charge—“ Guilty 
my Lord,” he exclaimed laughing, “ guilty to the whole 
charge; and further I must confess to the heinous inten- 
tion of instituting prizes for the promotion and encourage- 
ment of athletic sports, in all of which I shall occasionally 
join, for I am not a little vain of my prowess in these 
exercises, to which, aided by temperance and early rising, 
I am indebted for an excellent constitution, which will set 
old age and the Doctor at defiance for many years.” 

Duke. Then you'will make yourself another enemy in 
the apothecary, if you will neither be sick yourself, nor 
let others be so. 

Sir William. On the contrary, although I will not take 
his drugs, I am a great patron of his. 

Duke, How so? 

Sir William. Barton, like most of his profession, is a 
very respectable man; I am his annual debtor for a stipu- 
lated sum, which includes his attendance upon all my 
family casualties, with this special proviso, that he sub- 
stitute my housekeeper’s simples for his own prescriptions 
whenever the case will allow, which it pretty generally 


spring of them. 
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does. Then as my tenantry become thriving and healthful, 
they will marry, which will provide fresh occupation for 
both Parson and Doctor. 

Duke. But your opinions must ever prevent amity 
between the Clergyman and you. 

Sir William. Why so? 1 shall not intrude my specula- 
tions upon you; and Dr. R. is too amiable and too gentle- 
manly to quarrel with one who wishes to live in har- 
mony with all mankind. I know there is a prejudice 
against the name of modern Philosopher: it must be 
my endeavour to remove that dislike, and to shew 
that we are a race more sinned against than sinning. 
My creed and my endeavours are to do as much good 
and as little harm as possible; this seems so simple a 
doctrine, and so universally imperative, as to require no 
priest to explain or enforce, Yet I do not the less adore 
the great First Cause, and admire his goodness and 
omnipotence ; and whilst I enjoy the powers with which 
he has endowed me, I learn modesty from my deficiencies, 
and tenderness for the faults of others, though they may 
differ from my own. Above all, I seek not to force m 
opinions upon any: perfectly satisfied with them myself, 
I think others may be equally so with theirs, and never 
should I introduce the subject but to disprove some 
calumny, or repel an unfounded attack. As to the plans 
for my tenantry, I am but one among the many enthu- 
siastic schemers of the age. The methodist scares the 
sickly weaver with fearful images of eternal punishment, 
and drives him, in despair, to prison or a madhouse. 
Mrs Fry and the visiting ladies comfort them under 
pee I seek to keep them from such abodes, by 

ealthiful and cheerful occupations. All of us doubtless 
mean well, and are influenced in the several modes we 
pursue by constitution, education, or some other extra- 
neous cause, over which we have less controul than we 
imagine. 

Walter Campbell. You have spoken the opinion, Sir 
William, of many excellent and well-informed men of all 
ages and all countries ; but every one does not feel equal 
to become a martyr for opinion’s sake, which not only 
ruins his worldly prospects, but unfortunately dissolves 
many a social tie which the heart cherishes, though the 
head may not have exclusively selected them. 

Sir William. That is true ; but, although to be lamented, 
must be endured for conscience sake, or nothing great in 
this world would he effected. But the necessity for mar- 
tyrdom is fast vanishing ; a more liberal spirit has arisen 
in this age, which I trust will never be crushed ; but that 
henceforth men will as soon quarrel about their difference 
of feature, as upon the speculative opinions they enter- 
tain. ial 

(To be continued.} 








THEATRICALS.,. 
Kino’s THEATRE. 
We have to apologise for the absence of a notice of the 
performance of the German operas, which will be attended 
to next week. They have been very successful, and will, 
we have reason to believe, be followed up with the same 


spirit with which they have commenced. 





AmaTeuR THEATRICALS. 

AMATEUR performances were formerly considered, and 
no doubt justly, as destructive to the moral habits and 
principles of the parties engaged in them as uninteresting 
to the spectator ; but like every thing else, a change seen:s 
to have come over these affairs, for we certainly never 
witnessed more apparent respectability in the gentlemen 
who undertook the amusements of the evening, or rarely 
more talent in the representation, than we did on Thursday 
evening at.the little theatre in Witson Strget, Gray’s In® 
Lane. The Mountaineers and a Tale of Mystery 
were enacted by a party of gentlemen (as we heard it 
whispered) connected with a public establishment not far 
distant from St Martin’s le Grand. If the gentleman who 
supported the character of Octavian be an amateur (which 
we doubt) it was certainly the very best attempt of that 
description we ever witnessed. A highly expressive face (par- 
taking in contour and expression of the style of that of the 


| first tragedian of the age) added to a rather graceful figure 


and a voice fully capable of expressing the pathetic as 
well as the more violent feelings of the part, were no mean 
advantages in his behalf ; but added to these, there was an 
evident knowledge of the 4usiness of the stage not usually 
met with at an amateur theatre. The first and second 
scenes were powerfully given. There was a plaintive 
tenderness in some of the tones that was highly appre- 
ciated by his auditors, and he deservedly received their 
long and Joud acclamations. Bulvazin Muley was ably 
sustained. Some of the declamatory scenes were particu- 
larly effective. This gentleman was dressed with great 
care, looked the Moorish chieftain admirably, and per. 
formed it as well. Sadi, in spite of some incorrectness 
as to the music, and a little over acting, was done with a 
great deal of humour, as were Lope Tocho and Kilmallock, 
the former particularly. The ladies looked pretty, and 
acted well. The first piece was not concluded until 
eleven o’clock, and consequently we did not stay to see 
the Tale of Mystery, in which Hartland, many years Har- 
lequin of Drury Lane theatre. was announced to play 
Francisco.—(From a Correspondent), 

[We witnessed ourselves, some years ago, some very 
respectable acting at the above theatre, Miss S. Booth 
being the star of the evening, and are glad to hear a good 
account of it. 


private theatres, on the grounds alluded to by our Cor- 


We confess a distaste to the majority of 


respondent ; but we believe the theatre in question has 
always le-n honourably distinguished, and to afford no 
ground for objection.) 
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Theatrical cal Register. 


IN art oe Commence —At the -—At the Italian Opera, on Saturday, at 
the doors are 


one hour before.—Drury Lane—Covent 
Carden -Ulpunpio City —7- — Queen's—Adelphi— New Strand—j be- 
fore 7.—Surrey—Sadler’s Wells—4 past 6.— 6.——The 
doors are opened half an hour before the time of commencing. 


Saturday, May 12. 
ITALIAN OPERA. 


Pacrxt'’s Opera Seria. entitled 
GLI ARABI NELLE GALLIE. 
Ezilda, Signora Grisi. Zarele. Madame Castelli. 
Leodate, Madame Mariani. Gondair, Signor V. Galli. 
Mohamet, Sig.G Galli. Agobar, Sig. Winter. 
After which, M. A.sert’s New Ballet. entitled 
L’ANNEAU MAGIQUE, 
Signor Samengo, Madame Brugnoli, end Mile Heberle, will 
dance A New Grand Pas de Deux. 
The principal Characters by Mad. Lecomte, and M. Albert. 


SURREY. 


A New Dramatic Romance, entitled 
THE DEATH-LIGHT! 
Lilian of the Valley. | Mrs W. West. 
Salvador St Henri, Mr Balls. Herrick Wildwater, Mr Elton. 
Erasmus Kiddiwinkle, Mr J. Reeve. 
After which. a langhable Extravaganza, entitled 
BOMBASTES FURIOSO. 
Distaffina, Mrs Vale. 
Aitanegloces, Mr Vale. Bombastes, Mr J. Reeve. 
To conclude with a Drama. entitled 
LEPEL LOVEL. 
‘Lyieushee Lovel, Mrs W. West. 
George Mowbray, Mr Balls. Lepel Lovel, Mr Elton. 


aS Say 
QUEEN'S. 
The Farcical Entertainment of 
THE JEW AND THE DOCTOR. 
Emily, Miss C. Crisp. Abednego, Mr Dowton. 
To which will be added, 
THREE WEEKS AFTER MARRIAGE. 

Lady Racket, Mrs D. Lee. Mrs Drugget, Mrs Southey. 
Sir Charles Racket, Mr Hooper. Drugget, Mr Dowton. 
After which, 

Black-eyed Susan, Mrs Hooper. William, Mr T. P. Cooke, 
BLACK-EYED SUSAN. 

To conclude with 


THE SPOIL’D CHILD. 
Little Pickle, Miss, Crisp. Tag, Mr C. Crisp. 


NEW STRAND THEATRE. 


Gav's celebrated production, called 
. THE BEGGAR’S OPERA. 
Captain Macheath, Miss Forde. Polly, Miss Somerville, 
After which, a Burletta, entitled 
THE FOUR SISTERS. 
Caroline Merton, Diana, Eugenia, and Ellen Mrs Waylett. 
To conclude witha New Burletta,. called 
THE HUMPBACK. 
Julia, Miss Forde. Ellen, Miss Somerville. 


i= 


Master Malter, Mr Mitchell, Thomas Cleftstick, Mr O. Smith, 





DRURY LANE. 


A New Domestic Opera, entitled - 
THE TYROLESE PEASANT. 

Blanche, Miss Pearson, Joanna, Mrs C, Jones, 
Katharine, Mrs Hamby, 

First Villager, Mrs East, Second Villager, Miss Somerville. 

Colbert,' Mr Seguin, 
Edgar, Mr Templeton, Peterkin, Mr J, Russell, 
Grifinhooff. Mr Husley, 
An interval of two years is supposed to elapse be'ween the Acts, 


After which, Mr D. Jerrotn’s Domestic Drama, entitled 
THE RENT DAY. 
Rachel Hey wood. Miss Philli Polly Briggs, Mrs Humby. 
Grantley, Mr Brindal. oid Crumbs, Mr Younge. 
Martin Heywood, Mr Wallack. Toby Heywood, Mr Cooper. 
Bullfrog, Mr Harley. Silver Jack, Mr H. Wallack. 


To couclude with 
THE BEGGAR’S OPERA. 
Polly, by a Young Lady. Lucy Lockit, Mrs Humby. 
Mrs Peachum, Mrs C, Jones: Jenny Diver, Mes East. 
Macheath, Mr Templeton. 
Peachum, Mr Farren. Lockit, Mr Andrews. 
Filch, Mr Harley. Fen Budge, Mr Robinson. 
== 


COVENT GARDEN. 


Mr Sueripan Kpawees’ 's Play of 
THE HUNCHBACK. 
Miss Fanny Kemble. Helen, Miss Taylor. 
Master Walter, Mr Sheridan Knowles, 
Sir Thomas Clifford, Mr C Kemble. 
Lord Tinsel. Mr Wrench, Master Wilford, Mr J. Mason. 
Modus, Mr Abbott. Master Heartwell, Mr Evans. 
Fathom, Mr Meadows. Thomas, Mr Barnes. 
Stephen, Mr Payne. Gaylove, Mr Henry. 


. After which, a New Grand Tale of Fochanibept, cal 
THE TARTAR box AND THE PED AR 


Julia, 


Cepherenza, Miss Cawse. 
ss Harrington. 

Azim, Mrs Vining. 
Kien-Long. Mr Collett, 
Zimvente, Mr Irwin: 

-Pop kin, Mr Evans, 
Jarphis, Mr Henry. 
r Bender. Octor, Mr F. Suttor’. 

Kokonor, Mr Paulo, 


Monday, May 14. 
DRURY _ LANE. 


For the Benefit of | of Mr ew 
Suaxspeann’s Play 


THE WINTER’S ALE. 
After which, Suaxspzare’s Play of 


CATHERINE AND PETRUCHIO. 


To conclude with C. Drepin’s Farce of 
THE WATERMAN. 


b ———_- - | 
COVENT GARDEN. 


Secnmmenaies Tragedy of 
HAMLET. 
To conclude with © 
THE TARTAR ae THE PEDLAR 


Maga, Miss Taylor. 
Ebra, Mrs Keeley. 
Zamti, Miss Poole. 
Chingue te-to, Mr Keeley. 
Urasming, Mr Brady. 
Dim- sing, Mr Turnour. 
Benaska. Mr W.H. Payne. 
Tamur, Mr Mears. Etan, M 
Kanghi, Mr Eller. 


Kuna, 
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The Hundred and One ; “Maeve Poems; Balzac’s Tales and Ro. 
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THE HALFPENNY MAGAZINE, 
Conducted by the Editor of ‘ The Tatler,’ was published on Friday. 
Contents: An original Prefatory Article, touching on the follies 
of estimating merit size and Price ; the Posthumous Child, an 
— poem, by the author of ‘Woman's Love ;’ Peculiarities 
of the astectenae’ (teem Pickart ; singular effects of an Eclipse, 
abridged from Lander’s Travels ; PF a ae, for the week— Bona- 
, Cumberland, Lavoisier, Schiller, Chatham; Irish 
aivete (from Miss th); Mistake in judging of Painters ; 
Poem on Spring, from _ _, 


Country orders must Gave Sere agents; and all 
orders should — ‘the Scene agazine, published at The 
Tatler Office.’ is necessary, as advantage has been taken of 
> announcements to bring out another Magazine with an imitation 


le. : 

brig oo M4 erie svete where Ba enn if 
not too ry 4 fore Wedn y be inserted. 
No. Ii. OF THE HALFPENNY MAGAZINE 18 NOW READY. 
Mite ¥ (om r~ kward and : look forward ; — a _ 

lions ; 2, from ewes); © ; from Vigne’s Trave 
afe Seal; Exeter Hall; Music; No More Tories! (a Cut) 

ty ot tee the Week, Earl "of Strafford, Barneveldt, Thomas 
Sim: ,» Cardinal Alberoni, Sir William Petty, &c.; Stanzas on 
- eg 3 of Me yap Bishop — and Sy aor — 

hange pa a Fright; xperience ; est ; The 
Boy and the Vilberts The Three Wishes ; H A Merciless 
Supplanter of Beauty ; “The Poor Man’s Right to aintenance, &e. 


hey Tye y - BRANDY, 
Fem gy epee per dozen, in aveneh bottles, or single 
Sake S ctdede 


he had at ple Room of the 
NEW GRAY'S ‘INN WINB and S 





he Sam 

RIT ESTA ABLISHMENT, 23 High 

The connoisseur of brandies of the highest class, and those 
oatoatarly who — aye brandy for ceiee purposes, are respectfully 
avited to make t tri is article, wh it be in private stocks) 
inay be presumed to be unrivalled in am orwarded to any part of 
England on a remittance, the fall amouut of which, with every expeace 
of carriage, &e., will be returned, should it not prove one of the finest 

juced in this country. 

EY, New Gray’s-lon “Establishment, 23 High Holborn, 
corner of Greys: inn-gate. 
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OPERA SINGERS AND DANCERS. 


TO THE TATLER. 

Sir,—I see you postpone your opera critique. I nearly 
went to sleep on Tuesday over that wretched trash Eliza- 
betta. Mason really deserves well, poor fellow, and 
excites one’s sympathies as a sacrificed man, He is ruining 
himself in an extravagant profusion of medivcrity — he 
cannot help it; there are so many meddling noble amateurs 
who cry out, ‘O! let’s have so and so,’ particularly one, 
whose taste is very second-rate, but who dabbles much in 
And what is Tosi now! Alas, she never had a 
first-rate voice, and her vogue in Italy nine or ten years 
ago she owed to more moving causes. © Puzzi is in every 
thing middling, except altitude; I believe she is forced 
down his and all our throats. Little De Meric has spirit, 


music. 





and can be tolerated, inti is as yet the only trump of 
all these cards, and let us pray heaven ‘ Rotert’? may not 
be long i’the coming !—However, the relief of the German 
set is manna in the wilderness. The heavenly strains of 
Weber recovers our much abused ears. Well may you talk 
of ‘ good bad ears,’—while we have any left at all for good 
music, laud we the stars! O weary two hours of this and 
that Curioni and Winter! The last, however, does now 
and then (with a terrible heave) get out a little redeeming 
passage here and there; but can one forget such things 
are, as Lablaches, Davids, Zuchellis and Malibrans, Pastas, 
Fodors, Sontags. I swear to you, ‘’twere better to be much 
abused’ with your ‘Give us a song, Mr — * in the 
cider cellar; and when are all our own, transcendently above 
these people. Woods, Inveraritys, Shirreffs, that can 
beat the Italians (the few excepted and named) hollow 

And what a besotted race are we, 

to go gaping, and pretending, and lounging thus, in Fop’s 
Alley, and up and down the house, yawning for the ballet. 
Eleven o’clock at last drags on, and on comes the graceful 
Lecomte. That woman shows one, that a rather plain 
face is nothing in the scale. She acts with feeling, and 
dances beautifully, always well-dressed and lady-like ; 
she has nothing of the polisonne air so remarkable in many 
of the best dancers that one sees at the Academie Royale 
and here. (I except at once Taglioni, and Noblet, and 
Heberlé.) Young Albert is good in the first pas-de-trois 
(of ? Anneau Magique); and little Proche looks pretty 
and modest. Then come our new friends. Samengo 
is not a bad dancer, though past his vigour; and there is 
a trickiness in their novelty which I fear will tire us by 

and bye; ’tis not legitimate, though one cannot but ad- 
mire Brugnoli’s finished and exquisitely neat style, 


though one may not in the end like it, when the 

has worn off. There is, I should say, too much of the 
trembling suppleness about it; grace is overdone. Nature 
has done little for her; but ‘altogether she is a curiosity, 
and most finished dancer. She dresses badly, as does he. 
Albert, pere, is a princely fellow in his dress and carriage, 

and does honour to our boards. I will not now say much 
of the sweet Heberlé. She is delightful; but we must 
not therefore shut our eyes to the excellence of Lecomte. 
Altogether, the ballet is superb; but yet not that full, 

complete, and perfect thing it is in Paris! Thus we are 
ungrateful, and so it will ever be; for we are the very 
apes of comparison ; nor is there any remedy for it, but 
staying at home. I went away after Brugnoli’s pas de 
deux: it grows tiresome—too long—it was then half- 
past twelve. Like loooking at the finest paintings, the 
very continuity of the excellence tires one to death, "and 
makes one’s head ache. 


on their own ground ! 


Thine, 
Danpvy or CLARENDON. 


That Pelegrini and his nose will be the death of reas 
Mine Cot !—What, Her: Pelegrini ! 





PUBLISHED BY R. SETON, at the Tatler Office, 26 Brydges Street, Covent Garden ; 
Onwuyn, 4 Catherine street, Strand ; 
HOomas, News-vender, Birchin lane ; 
Wart inc, 409 Strand; BuckNaLt, 2 King street, Covent Garden ; 


Editor are to be addressed); sold b 
Mall; Witson, Royal Exchange ; 


% Great Newport street; Harnts. ow street ; 


ADVERTISEMENTS received at the Office, 26 Brydges street. 


T. Tiernay, 74 Drury lane, Corner of Russell court ; 
Pentenville ; and by all Booksellers and Newsmen.—PRICE ONE PENNY. 


(to whom all books, and communications for the 
at Esers’ Library, Old Bond street; by Cuarpce, Pall- 
CL ARKE, 21 Finch lane, Cornhill; Strance, Paternoster row; 
TuRnour, Theatrical Agent, 10 Bruad court, Long Acre ; TOMLINSON- 
PD. Hitton, 8 "Penton street, 


(C. and W. Reynexcy, Printers, 45 Broad st Golden sq. 





